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NANCY BRITTLE 
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I envy no one: each of us greets tragedy in his own way. 

A witness to a death without magnificence 

one not like an animal’s, with rage, 

but with tragic delay, like the tin bucket hung 

on the maple in the spring thaw 

collecting the life by drops. 

Yet this man knew his headaches were too often, 
and that he could not drive a golf ball as far 

as he did the year before, never succumbed to phantoms of lost ideas. 

He had made his distinctions of ends and beginnings. 

His last month, he still went regularly to the barber 
and sent out his suits every Monday to be cleaned. 

Occasionally a breeze would cross his expression and change it; 

I knew he was remembering. 

There is a regimen and routine to all our lives 

even the poet knows a schedule of sorts and still all know 

the same fierce lust for breath and pleasure. 

For some there will always be black butterflies in the fire: 
and this is the difference. 

Some men will spend their lives trying to attribute a reason to their life. 
They will bow; some will repent. 

Somewhere stands a man who sees, in the midst of golden slants, 

a few dark birds who seem to speak the truth, 

but who will never strain the distances to hear; 

he will, instead, focus on the path to go 

and merely pass beneath. 

CHRISTINE B. COLE 
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PETER FELLOWES 


A FORD SAVES A RAINED-OUT PICNIC 

Eggshell, pearl, then amethyst, 
then rain. 

The cove breaks out in goose flesh. 

Crowds ot spider legs, we sec, 
are hurrying 

across its back, and forth again, 
their heavy, heavenly bodies, 
jockeying, 

charging the air with meanings, 
the brush of their bottoms . . . 
that suddenly leaves us 
roasting wieners on Chincoteague. 

Always by surprise, we see. 

The shutter rips and clatters shut 
across the sky. We are exposed, 
indelibly, to what we may construe 
at once or probably forget. 

We flee. In trepidation? No. 

From rain. And smoke. 

Puff, in his green Ford. 

COPYRIGHT 1967, KUMQUAT I 

LAURA SUMNER 

FOOTPRINTS OF A KITTEN ON A ROMAN ROOFTILE 

The dig was rather dull and just routine: 

No find the specialist had ever seen. 

A falling roof had dropped its shattered tiles 
So gently that they seemed to lie in piles. 

Experience had taught the men that here 
They would not find a golden chandelier 
Or other precious piece, and yet they dug 
With cautious hope, inspecting every bug. 

And then a workman called and held a square 
01 tawny clay alolt, with casual care. 

For centuries ago, before the clay 

Was baked, a tiny cat had made its aimless way 

And left, for archaeologists to see, 

The prints of kitten, circa 2 A.D. ? 

January 30, 1967 
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my death shall be a miniature explosion within 
life’s deafened ears 

on a spring morning when she is concerned 
with reviving 

I shall slip sunset-like into oblivion 
and she will never notice 

the absence of a fine-toothed dragon, spent living. 

cast me to sea in parts 
1 will be bound neither to a land 
I never knew 

nor a body I never possessed 

gouge my eyes so that they never again 
will cast about the slowness of a day 
bind my mouth, capturing words of thought 
separate me from all with a shroud of small 
significance. 

and not one word of prayer 
shall be tripped in my behalf 

for I will live still 
because 


a long while ago 
I carved my name in solid sand 
and watched rolls of bubbled 
water consecrate me. 

ANN CHATTERTON 
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A Woeful Account of Star-Crossed Lovers, and Lovers 


The love of my life? Oh but my child! 
With the moon in my fifth house, in Pisces of 
all things, destiny set for my heart a cruel 
course of anguish and undeserved torment. 
Mother knew at the time that the aspect bo- 
ded no good. (God rest her and her own bad 
aspects. Poor thing, had Saturn opposing her 
sun. 1 mean, a coronary was as sure as Mars 
will ulcers.) Actually, I was supposed to have 
been born two weeks before, but Mother of- 
ten said it was as if I were just waiting for 
that adverse aspect of the moon to come 
along. Pisces is a water sign indicating fecun- 
dity as does the moon, and the fifth house? 
Well, let’s just say Mother had good reason to 
worry. 

Other than the moon, she was quite 
pleased with my natal chart and often claimed 
proudly that I might very well be the first 
example of planned parenthood, astrologically 
that is. But for my stubbornness about my 
birthdate which I attribute to Mars in Taurus, 
(bullheaded, you know,) she said I could have 
been healthy, wealthy and wise. It seems that 
the last of these was undone by fickle Luna. 
To tell the truth, however, I’ve always felt 
that the first two were quite sufficient. 

Childhood was a too brief period of won- 
der and innocence. At three I used to watch 
Mother calculating her charts, surrounded by 
squares, triangles, compasses, and long sheets 
of tiny numbers and figures. My naive mind 
was drawn to ponder shepherds upon the hill, 
star gazers all, man’s fate, and the impene- 
trable inevitabilities. Ah, the sweet mysticism 
of it all! Life is but ebb and flow, the pull and 
release of the tides o’er which my own dear 
moon holds dominion. But then my daddy 
died. Mother told him to watch it. She said, 


“Watch it, Dudley. You’ve got Neptune con- 
juncting Pluto in your twelfth house.” Im- 
prudent fellow, took up drinking. Very stoi- 
cal about it though, mind you. He’d always 
say, “Well, Maude, if it’s in the stars, it’s in 
the stars, and there’s not much I can do but 
live by their dictums. Just as you do.” 

So daddy drank himself to death, and 
Mother died soon after leaving me with only 
her last words to comfort me, “My sweet, 
let the stars be your eternal guide through all 
Life’s trying ways. You don’t have a whole 
hell of a lot of choice.” I was in my late teens, 
of a generous nature and eager to forgive all 
faults, mere discords of the spheres. With 
Venus in the ascendant in my first house and 
in amazingly close degree to my sun, I was by 
nature lovable and dependent. I knew I would 
always have to rely upon men for my welfare 
till I could join Mother in heavens. 

A considerate Cancerian was the first to 
take me under his wing. I suppose he appeal- 
ed to me as his planet significator was the 
moon which caused him to be very changeable 
in his moods. His was a home body, however, 
and I soon found that his my-little-wife-in- 
her-little-kitchen attitude was intolerable. He 
ran an exclusive salon and found endless de- 
light in setting hair. His own. My salvation 
from his apron strings was a Virgo with a com- 
plexion like cold oatmeal and a wallet like a 
vise. Dear old Scrooge was just generous 
enough to let me give him my alimony so that 
he might invest it for my sake. He used to say, 
“Every step that you take, every breath that 
you breathe, costs somebody, somebody, 
money!” It really was a shame that his Mer- 
cury was in such strong degree in his second 
house of finance. He had a lovely Leo cat 
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A Woeful Account of Star-Crossed Lovers, and Lovers (Cont.) 


that simply adored me, (Mother always had 
said that you can always trust Leos,) but I 
just had to take my alimony and go. Thus 
ended three long, fitful, unbearable, sorrow- 
ful, soul-scaring weeks. 

Well, as the heavens would have it, a Leo 
came to my rescue. He was a lifeguard and 
part time actor-impersonator. He used to 
make faces at himself in the toaster. He used 
to go window shopping to look at himself re- 
flected. For my birthday he gave me a ceiling 
mirror to put above his bed to make himself 
beautiful for me. So considerate. He lavished 
me with gifts. Neckties, shirts, aftershave. The 
poor darling starved to death one weekend 
when I was away. I found him with his chap- 
ped lips stuck to the bathroom mirror. 

Since it seemed that the stars had chart- 
ed quite an irregular path of mates, I decided 
that I would be quite arbitrary about sign. My 
butler’s cousin twice removed had a Capricor- 
nian canary who seemed to be quite an ami- 
able fellow, so a Capricornian it was. The 
first I met was purely a Rasputan type; he 
must have had Saturn in this tenth house. It’s 
not that I didn’t like him, I just objected to his 
line of work. After all, a door-to-door shroud 
salesman doesn’t make for good community 
relations. I put up with him until he installed a 
50-meter swimming pool in the living room 
filled to the gutter with crepe-black water, a 
veritable Styx flowing right through the house. 

I left with the Aquarian plumber who 
came to disconnect the filter. I didn’t feel too 
badly when I later found that the Capricorn 
had run off with some trollop in a hearse. 
However, the Aquarian was so involved with 
his humanitarian field trips to fix electric 
toothbrushes or anything that needed fixing, 


that he failed to realize that ours was the per- 
fect love which he had always sought, and 
that the only thing that needed fixing was his 
bed manners. 

I was becoming desperate. I was running 
out of signs to try, and I felt that the stars 
held nothing but heartache for me. The Scor- 
pion insisted on romantic little tristes, and I 
knew better that that. I had my suspicions 
about his intentions. Besides his criticisms of 
my prudishness were totally unfounded. The 
Gemini talked himself to death, the Arian was 
assassinated, and the Sagittarian fell off a cliff 
while mountian climbing in the Appalachians. 
I could have sworn that the Piscean would 
work out. He was a psychedelic poster painter 
and marijuana transplanter, a real arty type 
that had a way with drug addicts. Unfortu- 
nately, his motto was, “If you can’t beat ’em, 
join ’em.” 

Later, one of his friends, a Taurean 
bouncer, a real male Brunhilde sort of crea- 
ture, befriended me. Such a glutton! How- 
ever, he should have learned not to mix hob- 
bies, for he choked on his mutton while sing- 
ing an aria. 

So many loves tried and lost. So many 
hearts attempting union of spirit with the 
sanction of the stars only to be torn asunder. 
I often feel that I should forget about ever 
finding true love and should just settle down 
with the Libran that lives up the stairs. But 
he’s so lascivious that I’m afraid it would 
never work. Besides similar signs often clash. 
I suppose I shall have to start all over and try 
each one again, for I have infinite faith in the 
goodness of men, in the moon in my fifth 
house, and in pharmaceutics. 

LINDA POWERS 
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My grandfather was a dangerous young man 

(so I’ve learned recently) who careened around the streets 

in Warren’s first automobile, 

with mysterious green goggles and 

a black and red striped six-footer waving his goodbyes. 

He had no special talents to recommend him to responsibility; 

his only boast was that he held the speed record 

between Cleveland and New York- 

seventeen hours plus — and since no one really knew 

how far New York was anyway, they did not specially care. 

He fell uncontrollably in love (the way he did anything at all of importance) 
with Bess Koehler, the most beautiful girl in the valley, 
who had long-spun chestnut curls down her back. 

He was romanced especially by the fine print of dusty-pink rosebuds 
on her best dress — as only a man so unbridled could be. 

One Sunday they went for a spin around town 
(which then went only as far as Trumbull Avenue) 
but grandpa kept driving, hearing of no protests, 
and finally silencing Bess with a wink and a smile. 

They were married in Pennsylvania that same evening. 

Mr. Koehler, enraged at the news, went to Sheriff Perkins 
to demand that something be done. But the sheriff, 
who had ideas of an automobile himself, 
very carefully shook his head. 


CHRISTINE B. COLE 
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ON A CERTAIN SABBATH 


Morning, and the room afloat with the robes of departing angels. 
Windows seize, relinquish gowns, recede 
to leave the vision empty for encumbered eyes. 

Your truthful body, deep and dark against the sheets 
betrays the darker sleeping self ; 

Alone, you do not need me, 

Nor reach again to soothe astonished flesh, 

Nor watch with jealous, fitful gaze 
the eyes that look beyond your face 
to trespassed gardens in a place 
of shattered and despairing fruit. 

CHRISTINA ASKOUNIS 


APTEROS 

Sometimes, I don’t know why, 

I am suddenly sure that once I could fly. 

Sometimes when I’m only walking, 

the sun comes staring through a window in my hair 

and burns a bewildering remembrance. 

The space between my fingers becomes a surprise, 
and my arms, my arms that dangle 
stupid as a doll’s, 
can make me laugh. 

I go running, stumbling through the sleeping streets, 
crying out after birds in the tower, 
scattering the morning papers in maddened flight 
from every doorstep. 

CHRISTINA ASKOUNIS 
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by NANCY BRITTLE 


FOR TWO FRIENDS 



on the day of the picnic 
you and I going 
up and out 

me swinging a paper bag 
and you yelling 

“don’t foget the chips!” 

and us going 

and belting down warm wine- 
grocery store variety 
exclaiming about how quiet it is 
and forgetting to notice a family of ten 
whose guardians carefully peer at odd intervals 
to make sure we do nothing 
scandalous 

and you leaving half a sandwich with 

two suspicious bites missing 

for sun drying and ants devouring 

bit by bit 

while us walking 

rather quietly 

along the mud-baked banks of 
a browned river 
carefully 
me following 

a body straight whose shoulders 

make a fading sun more bearable to my eyes 

following through a nest of briars 

yelping and marking myself 

half-self-consciously 

with sudden swipes of my hand 

attempting to drive away the pain 

and in a bit of yesterday belief 
you trying to carry me across the river 
sinking into the uncertain mud 
letting my head slip 
ungracefully 

into the river, holding fast to my feet 

and me trying to scream at you 

and not being able to find which way went up 

us turning pretend dour faces away from the sun 

struggling to the banks 

pulling out five roots before finding one that would hold 
and going up the river 
and just you and me 

silencing in reverence to a day crumbling 

and us stopping just in back of the rusting fireplace 

evaporating in short heat waves 

and I trying to brush away my hair from my mouth 

and unmasquing 

I willing 

Me staring 

Us in the w'ater 

Skulls crashing into the banks 

and being sad for us a bit 

trying to cry 

but hiccoughing 

and you exploding in a huge laugh 

and us crumbling up the left over papers 

and floating away the wine bottle 

you flinging it over your shoulder 

and in final exasperation 

you grabbing me 

or perhaps me grabbing you 

and telling thank you with bodies 

Ann Chatterton 
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THURSDAY, APRIL 4 


BY LINDA BURTON 


That I so far apart can watch you in your death 

And not loving you feel that some are crying there 

With aching throats are silent or are weeping there 

As the rain falls in patterns on the dark walks 

And buildings, too cold to shudder, wait for it to pass 

That I who dream in persons have looked at you 

As a paper’s name and face, a somewhere’s voice 

Can see you in this strange sea helpless as I 

And loved by those sincere yet helpless 

Who now in anger and despair shake unheard into the night 

Clutch one another by the neck or sit apart on lonely chairs 

That 1 can lie upon green chenille beneath the light 

And run my hands upon a page too dead to read 

Feel that you have somehow come to me 

Because it is that I am independent of their sorrow 

They have seen its reason in its end, but 

I lie blind and empty on a bed 

And give my heart to them because I hate weeping 

And do not care for causes 

There was a time when I would rise with this 

Would pull my banner from the air 

Bear a breast and march with ephemeral legions 

But this which is not new to me is ageless 

I feel I know these tides and how they’ll pull 

Though when is something this sea hides in depths 

And having watched this tide change its color and tug at different souls 

1 have since found banners sodden in the sand 

And seen my tears mere additions to that sea 

It would not help for me to find us now 

You, a paper face, and me, I know not what 

Except that I could cry, and may as yet 

Because there are many in misery, and you are not. 
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BY ELIZABETH GOLLODAY 


“A Stone, A Leaf, An Unfound Door” 

Thomas Wolfe 
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NEAR COLLEGE GATE 
PHONE: 373-6611 


NORGE LAUNDRY AND 

DRY GLEANING VILLAGE 

PROFESSIONAL & COIN OPERATED 

WOOLWORTH’S 

OPEN 8 A.M. TO 10 P.M. WEEKDAYS 
SUNDAYS 10 A.M. TO 7 P.M. 

In Downtown Fredericksburg 

Attendant on Duty 

"QUALITY DRY CLEANING " 

1001 CAROLINE STREET 

Dial 373-9705 

FREDERICKSBURG PARK & SHOP 



The National Bank of Fredericksburg 

Fredericksburg, Virginia 
“OVER ONE HUNDRED YEARS OF SERVICE” 

TWO LOCATIONS 


Main Bank 

900 PRINCESS ANNE STREET 


Member FD1C 


Branch Bank 

PARK & SHOP SHOPPING CENTER 
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Richmond Coca-Cola Bottling Company 

Incorporated 

Fredericksburg, Virginia 
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Spring Landscape 
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WOOD ENGRAVING BY ANN BUCKNER 



